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Drunken Games. 


Axl sat in the smoke filled room, the orange spark on his cigarette still mildly ablaze, burning at the tobacco 


and letting the cinders fall to the floor. 


Steven watched as Axl slowly took the cigarette between his two fingers and pulled it from his mouth, slowly 


breathing out the velvet smoke while standing up and pacing the room. 


He walked over to Slash, who was sprawled carelessly along the floor with a bottle of Jack in his hand. The 
liquid still dribbling from the bottle as the guitarist slept. 


Axl nudged Slash's side with his foot, putting the cigarette back into his mouth and looking with curiosity at 
the unconscious sleep that his guitarist was in. Transfixed to the way his lip twitched and the way his mouth 
slowly opened and closed as he breathed. 


The red head then looked to Duff, who was wearing a pair of *his * violet-tinted sunglasses and sitting back 
lazily on the couch, a dozy smile plastered on his face while he dropped the bottle of whiskey to the floor, not 


even taking a second glance when the liquid spilt over the white carpet. 


As the smoke hit Steven's glazed over eyes, he winced, trying not to close them and letting the pain soak into 


him, giving the drummer some sort of painful pleasure as it stung. 


And then Izzy, following the singer's every movement with his eyes and having mild satisfaction with the fact 
that he was very much sober and most of the rest of the band weren't. 


Axl looked to Izzy and rolled his eyes at the drugged and drunken people that were his band mates, obviously 
wanting to ignore the fact that he was drunk as well. He took the cigarette from his mouth and threw it to 
the ground beside Slash's face, stamping it out. 


The guitarist jumped at the sudden noise. He looked up at a glowering Axl, that was lighting a match and holding 
it up to a new cigarette, the smoke swirling and adding to the thick layers of stale air in the room. This 
couldn't be good for their health, but what'd they care? All the success from Appetite, not to mention the 
free health insurance they got from Geffen because of their ‘Live to Die' attitudes, meant they could afford 
to play Russian Roulette if they really wanted to. But they just didn't care. 


"Axl..." Slash moaned, pushing against the floor beneath him and stumbling on to his legs like a baby learning to 


walk. 


"What?" The singer replied curtly, pushing the drunk on to the couch beside Duff before he broke something.. 


else. 


"Gimme a cigar," Slash asked, rolling his head back on the sofa, ignoring the hair that was flopping onto his 
tanned face. 


Axl made his way back beside Izzy, stepping over the magazines and heroin needles that trashed the floor. 
"No can do, we only have cigarettes," Axl told the disappointed guitarist with a quick smile, before sharing his 
cigarette with a begging Izzy. 


Slash looked at the almost intimate sharing between the two band members and smirked. He turned to Duff, 
who had a cigarette hanging out the side of his mouth, smiling around it and opening a new bottle of whiskey. 


His dozy aura still circulating him, giving him an almost circus look. 


"Duff, lets share that cigarette," Slash reached over to the bassists mouth and pulled the cigarette out, 
letting the ashes fall to the ground and stamping it into the carpet. 


"But its mine," Duff moaned, taking a long swig from the bottle of whiskey. 


Slash looked at the bottle. He noticed a little ‘x' on it and immediately knew it to be his, since he was the one 


who marked all his bottles with x's for fear of someone stealing them. A bit ironic. 


He raised an eyebrow at the bassist, 


"You know, that's mine," He said, pointing to the bottle that was half down Duffs mouth. 

The blonde took the bottle out of his mouth, and shuffled in the seat. Holding it close to him, 

"Please?" He said, slightly whimpering. 

"Fine," Slash rolled his eyes, picking himself from the seat and walking over to Axl. 

‘I'm going,” Slash pointed to the door though the thick smoke clouds. 

Axl looked up, his bright eyes almost sucking in the smoke and giving them a mystical glow, 

"Where?" He asked, trying to fight off Izzy who was kissing his neck with a needy passion. 

"Uh..outside, for air," | said, looking at Izzy who had leant back in the seat, his arms folded after Axl's neglect: 
The singer didn't notice his rhythm guitarist's huff from being made to wait, and just looked into Slash's eyes. 


"You're coming back, aren't you?" Axl asked, raising a lighter to his lips and lighting it. Causing the flame to 


ignite on front of his cushion pout and giving a small glow through the hazy room. 
Slash nodded, taking the lighter from on front of Axl's lips and grabbing a cigarette from the table. 


The golden man lit it and put it into Axl's opened mouth. He sucked on it and blew the smoke into Slash's face, 
standing up and going over to sit beside Izzy, who had moved seats. 


Izzy moved forward, and began to bite into Axl's throat again like a vampire. 


The guitarist rolled his eyes and stumbled out of the room into the red, sunset skies. 
He breathed in deep the fresh air and closed the door to the tour bus behind him. 


He pulled out a bottle of whiskey he kept in his pocket and poured it into his mouth, letting the liquid fill him. 


Make his skin warm and tingling against the cool outdoor breeze. 


He thought to himself about Axl and Izzy. Was biting your best friends neck normal? He didn't think so. It 


seemed a bit *too * camp to him. 


But then again, Slash was a little intrigued. But he was drunk enough to be intrigued by anything..to be 


*curious * about anything. 


He never did experiment in college. He never thought he would have to, he knew what he was. One hundred per 


cent straight as a pencil. 


But it's been a while since he had a girl given that they were on tour, and he was beyond caring *what * he 
got, as long as they were a good kisser. He needed a good make out when he was drunk, and there were no 


roadies. No girls anywhere. 


He looked through the window and into the tour bus. The thick clouds of carbon dioxide and smoke had fogged 


up the windows, making it almost impossible to see in. 
Suddenly a hand made and imprint on the window, and slid down it, clearing the window a little bit. 


Through the imprint of the hand--which by the way was Axl in a fit of passion because of Izzy-Slash seen 


one person, and he took it as fate. 


He seen Duff, lazing back on the couch, fiddling with a lighter, a bored expression on his face as he puffed like 


a train on a cigarette that was really just a stick of ash now. 

Slash smiled mischievously. Duff would be too pissed to know anything he'd be doing. And it wasn't like they 
were going to fuck! Just kiss a bit. It would waste time if anything, and it would be good fun. Besides, Slash was 
drunk too. In fact, he probably didn't know *what * he was thinking about. 


He knew Axl was drunk, but he wasn't too sure about Izzy. Izzy's just a horny little fuck that screws anything 


that moves. 


Duff looked up and seen Slash staring at him through the window. He raised his hand and slowly waved to the 
guitarist, face still moulded in stiff, mosaic type boredom. 


Slash pointed to the door, and pointed his finger towards himself while mouthing the words, "Come here!" to 
the confused bassist. 


Eventually he got the message and nodded, getting slowly up and walking *through * all the trash in the room, 


as opposed to over it. 

He fell into the door dumbly..or drunkenly, and opened it, falling out on to the ground at Slash's feet. 

Slash looked down at Duff, his clothes were stained with spilt whiskey and dirt. The brunette pulled him from 
the grassy earth and dragged him up so that both their bodies were heaved together in a tight pull as Duff 
was straining not to fall back down again, clutching on to the back of Slash's soft, leather jacket. 

"How're you feeling?" Slash asked, smiling down at the dazed bassist. 


"Ugh, bored," he slurred, pulling himself the entire way up so that he was standing tall above the guitarist. 


Slash smiled him, 


"Thought so." 
Duff looked up at the sky in awe, the stars just starting to appear among the fluff clouds. 
"Hey Duffy," The guitarist grabbed his hand, taking advantage. 

Duff looked Slash in the eyes, the childish happiness glittering in them. 

"Do you want to have some fun?" 


Disclaimer: Not minnnneeeell! 


What's going to happen Tomorrow? 


Axl lay down beside Izzy, the air hot and sweaty, still clouded with smoke and the faint sweet smell of 
cannabis. Axl looked down at the topless guitarist and sighed, licking the tips of his fingers and crushing the 


orange glow at the end of Izzy's cigarette. 


Izzy moaned, that was his last cigarette. But he was too stoned and too dazed to even consider yelling at the 
red haired man on front of him. He just grabbed Axl's hand and laid his head lazily back on the arm of the 


couch. 

Steven was over at the other side of the room, passed out over a pile of magazines and books, a cigarette stil 
struggling to keep alive with the barely lit glow at the tip of it. 

Steven's eyes were fluttering in sleep. Axl knew he was dreaming. 


He walked over to the drummer and fell to his knees beside him, gently shaking his arm. 


When the blonde showed no signs of awakening from his quiet sleep, Axl took the semi-fresh cigarette from 
Steven's mouth and put it in his own, going over to take his rightful place beside Izzy. 


Axl was still drunk of course, and Izzy had only mere seconds ago gotten high off his personal stash of 


cannabis that he always kept in the front pocket of his duffle bag. 


Axl looked into Izzy's eyes and leant down, taking the cigarette out of his mouth and breathing the smoke over 
Izzy's face and bared chest. 


Izzy's eyes watered but he didn't make a sound, just pulled Axl down and gave him a light, caring kiss on the 
lips. 


Suddenly there was a loud bang. The aura of the room was destroyed and Axl jumped off his seat. 
"What was that?" 


Izzy didn't respond, just sat up slowly and stumbled across the room and towards the closet to where the 
sound was coming from. He opened the door and out fell Duff and Slash, who were both wrapped around each 


other, their bared chest glittering with sweat and they were breathing heavily. 


Only their trousers were on, but the rest of them was bared and they were clawing at each other with a raw 


feel, 


Izzy looked up at Axl, who had picked up his violet tinted sunglasses from the floor where Duff had dropped 
them. He put them on, making him seem like a famous mafia member. Though Izzy couldn't quite remember 


the name of the guy he was thinking of. 


Axl suddenly noticed the darkness of the room. He looked around and found a red light in the corner of the 
room, he flicked it on and a red light split through the dark, smoky haze. 

Duff and Slash were both smiling at each other while quickly grabbing their shirts from inside the closet they 
were in. 


Steven woke up with a jolt, sending a quaver through the whole room, 


"Who stole my cigarette?" He asked drunkenly, searching around the room with frantic, bloodshot eyes before 


collapsing back to the floor again and falling asleep..or unconscious. 
"Is he hurt?" Izzy asked, looking towards Steven who looked basically dead. 
Axl, who had remained quiet for a while, looked into the concerned brunettes eyes and smiled, 


"If he is..the health insurance will cover it," He threw his cigarette to the floor and stamped it out. The floor 


was now enveloped in ash and cigarettes that made the place seem like a scene from a drama novel. 
Slash put a drunken arm around Duff and kissed him hard on the lips, making the bassist fall to the floor. 
Izzy looked at Axl and sat down on the sofa, pulling at the singer's arm trying to kiss his neck again. 

Axl pushed away the eager guitarist and pulled out a pen and a piece of paper, 

Izzy moaned and pulled the jotter out of the singers hands, 

"Don't work Axl!" Izzy looked into Axl's expressionless eyes with annoyance. 

"Well, what do you want me to do?" he asked, looking with the same empty eyes as before. 

Izzy didn't say anything, just pulled the singer into a very enthusiastic hold and kissed his lips and eyes. 


"Izzy, fuck don't," Axl complained half-heartedly, trying to push the guitarist away but at the same time trying 


to bring him closer. 

"Axl, shut up," Izzy muttered through his lips on the skin 
‘Izzy, | don't want to fuck you," Axl said sternly. 

Izzy looked up, "Why not?" He asked. 


Axl pulled out another cigarette; they were really going through them cigarettes. 


"Because I'll just regret it in the morning. Both of us will," He brought out a lighter and lit the tip of the 


cigarette. 
"What makes you so sure we'll regret it?" Izzy asked. 


After a long, slow, sexual breath from the cigarette Axl took it gently out of his mouth and rested his hand 
on the guitarists knee. Looking with misty eyes at him, 


"Because I'm drunk," Axl smiled, "And you're stoned..why do you think I'm so happy?" Axl threw his hands up in 
the air and brought them back down so that he could put the cigarette in his mouth again. 


Izzy laid his head back on a pillow of the couch and sighed. Axl may have been drunk and Izzy may have been 
stoned..but Izzy had only been stoned for a few minutes. He was completely clean before that, and what was 
happening then Axl was drunk? What's going to happen tomorrow when Axl realises what he's done? 

Izzy looked up at Axl's prying eyes and smiled. 


Who cares? 


Disclaimer: Not mine and never will be. 


Maybe. Just Maybe. 


Note: Sorry this took so long to update you guys, | just didn't know what should happen in it. But | had sudden 
inspiration today so | figured | better get it updated before | forget. Anyway, | hope you enjoy, and sorry if 
you're disappointed. 


Halics: zys conscience 


Bold: Izzy's thoughts 


Your heart is in love with someone that will never love you back 


Izzy's mind was screaming at him. He could hear it all around him, swirling through the smoke, written on the 
air, pounding in his ears like some type of broken record. Repeating the same, inevitable words over and over 


again. And it would never go away, because it was the truth. 
Please shut up, let me enjoy it. 


Izzy would scream back to himself, as loud as he could. But the words were still there, flying through him and 
making his stomach turn with guilt at taking advantage of the red-head who was pitiably drunk, and kissing 
hungrily at his neck. 


Youre selfish 


So what if he was? He thought. He was getting everything he wanted, and not even God could possibly make 
him push Axl away. 


The room was filled with a purple mist; a mixture between the mid-evening light that was swarming in 


through translucent curtains, and the smoke that was coming from unfinished cigarettes. 


Izzy couldn't help but wonder why nobody would take the time to open a godamn window, because this was 
getting almost unbearable. Thick layers of smoke were not good for one's lungs. Then again, the entire Guns’ 
lungs were already undoubtedly filled with tar, nicotine and cancer anyway, from all the cigarettes they 


smoked, so what did it matter? It didn't matter, and it probably never would. 


"Fuck," Axl moaned, pulling away from Izzy for only a second to brush back his hair before continuing to press 
his lips against every contour on the brunette's body. Every curve of his chest, every muscle, every square 


inch of him would be marked with Axl's eagerness. 


But when it came to going below the waistline, the singer would never relent. He would never go further, much 


to Izzy's disappointment. But then again, it gave the guitarist some hope that maybe Axl wasn't so drunk to 


know what he was doing. Maybe this wasn't just a one-off, drunken thing. It might be real. 
Htll never be real you delusional fuck! 


"You're going to hate me for this tomorrow," Izzy put his hands on Axl's shoulders, looking up at him from the 


laid down position the brunette was now in and giving Axl large, sympathetic eyes. 


The singer was astounded almost, but didn't show anything in his icy expression that would indicate surprise. 
For all Axl knew, he probably would hate Izzy for this tomorrow. Probably would despise him for letting him go 
through with this passionate act without having any consideration that it was against everything the redhead 


had ever believed was wrong. 


Axl's eyes switched from steely grey, to mysterious green as he thought about how he could separate what 


he felt now, from what he could feel tomorrow morning. 


He shook his head slightly, pulling completely back from above Izzy's body and sitting on his knees on the wine 
red couch. Lighting up a cigarette that had been laid aimlessly on the cabinet beside him. 


Izzy was slightly hurt by this hint of hesitation in the singer's posture that was not there a few minutes ago. 
He sat up and pulled his knees into his chest, holding them there with his arms in a cowardly stance as he 


watched Axl smoking diligently away on the cigarette as if they hadn't been doing anything at all. 


"You will.won't you?" Izzy asked shyly, taking his sunglasses away from his eyes to reveal two, tantalising 


brown eyes that held Axl glued to his gaze. 

The singer was confused and frustrated with the guitarist. Why did he have to bring up tomorrow, today? It 
seemed such a stupid thing on Izzy's behalf to do, but then again, Axl didn't want to resent Izzy for letting him 
go through with this flaming act of affection 


"L| don't know," Axl shook his head sharply before tearing his eyes from Izzy and looking to another corner of 


the room which had-in all of the confusion and humility he was feeling-become very interesting. 
"Well, maybe we should find out before this thing goes much further-;' 

Its not going to go any further,” Axl replied insistently, a sharp edge growing on his voice. 

'| see," Izzy nodded sadly, resting his chin in between his knees. 


There was a loud bang that echoed through the entire room. Awakening Steven, who had been in a death-like 
sleep for the past twenty-five minutes. 


"What the holy-fuck on mother earth was that!" Steven shouted, so quickly Axl and Izzy had to replay it 
through their heads several times before they understood. 


Axl was the only one that had the incentive to get up and check what it might've been 


He wobbled for a few minutes before he finally figured out how to move his legs again, and took the first step 
over to the front door of the tour bus. 


He opened it roughly, surprising everyone that the bus door didn't fly off its hinges. 


"Who's there?" He slurred drunkenly, putting the side of his hand across his forehead in a stance that showed 


he was looking for someone who might've been a great distance away. 


When there was no reply he looked back in towards Izzy, who shrugged and lay back on the sofa, stretching 


out. 


There was another loud bang, causing Steven to squeak and Izzy to jump and drop one of his freshly lit 


cigarettes. 


But after the bang, there came one of Duff's unmistakable laughs. It was loud and almost hypnotic in a sense 
that it made you stop for a moment and just listen to it with glazed eyes. 


The noise was coming from behind the bus. 


Axl's eyes were wide with something that resembled horror and he rubbed his hand across his forehead 
before closing the front door and walking back over to Izzy, through the smoke, and over the trashed floor. 


But as soon as Axl sat down and was beginning to lace his hands through the brunettes hair again, the door 


swung open and in came two drunk and boisterous band members: Slash and Duff. 


Slash had a large grin plastered over his face and Duff had eyes that were glittering with boyish delight, and 
burning through the purple haze of the room. 


Both of them had their hands linked, like two schoolgirls that had been told by their mother to hold hands so 
as they didn't lose each other. 


Slash smiled at the rest of the occupants in the room, while Duff planted his lips on the guitarist's neck. 
Neither of them knew exactly what was going on, and Izzy suspected that they probably didn't even care that 
they were both guys, let alone band mates. 


And through loud moans of pleasure in response to Duff's eager kisses, and with a cigarette hanging in his 


mouth, Slash tried to form an explanation of what was going on. 


"Listen, you guys..-fuck, right there Duff-.. yeah, well, you guys, me and Duff, we..we've found some mutual 
interests on this trip..-oh yeah! Fuck that's good Duffy-..Anyway; you..you might not see much of us until the 


bus is fixed We just went on a walk there, for a few minutes..-fuck yeah, Duff-.. Anyway..um.. We brought 


back beers." 


The dazed man threw a bag of beers down on the ground before responding enthusiastically back to the 
blonde's lips and pulling them both into a nearby closet. 


‘Oh my God!" Axl gasped, turning his gaze from Izzy to Steven-who had again fallen unconscious to the ground. 


This infuriated the redhead to his core; he got up and kicked the drummer-but not overly hard- on the 


stomach. 


"Lazy fuckin stoner," Axl hissed cruelly, before walking back to the couch and flopping down nonchalantly beside 
Izzy. 


"Why can't we do what Slash and Duff are fucking doir?" Izzy finally asked, tapping his fingers on the couch's 


arm and looking at Axl. 

"Because, we're different" The singer replied, lifting his boot clad feet onto the sofa and stretching out: 

No we're not!" Izzy insisted, grabbing on to Axls hand desperately, 

"Yes we are, we'll hate each other tomorrow," he was adamant, and almost brutal in his truths, "AI hate you. 
Izzy leant back on the chair in defeat, mouth going down at the corners and eyes growing red around the rims 
He wanted to cry, but that would make him feel even more pathetic. He just needed to straighten himself out 


a bit. He needed to think. 


"Right," he muttered under his breath before picking himself up and sitting down on the opposite side of the 


room. 


"For fucks sake Izzy, don't be so dramat-;’ Axl began, but was cut-off short by the guitarist's slow, mournful 


Voice, 


"Axl.just shut up." 


Disclaimer: There was no malice meant by my writing of this. 


End 


Izzy and Axl stared at each other from opposite ends of the room, neither one of them moving a single 


muscle in their body, lest the other person get the wrong idea. 


"You're being a real jerk-off," the singer finally said, still not changing anything in his posture; though his dark, 
piercing eyes said everything his body language didn't. 


The brunette rolled his two, dark orbs, not surprised in the least by Axl's begrudging attitude towards him. It 
had been drummed into Izzy's head from the day he met Axl that the singer was likely to get pissed off very 
easily. It was simply inevitable that a situation like this would only irritate the redhead, because if there was 
anything Axl hated more than being pissed off- it was being ignored. And that was exactly what Izzy intended 
to do. 


"Oh, so you're fucking ignoring me! Shit, that's really mature Stradlin, really mature," Axl snarled sarcastically, 
folding both his arms across his chest and laying himself further back in his chair. 


Izzy merely looked to the ground, every so often bringing his cigarette to pouted lips and inspecting the world 
from behind dark eyes. 


In any other circumstances, Izzy would've loved being stuck out here in the middle of nowhere. It gave him a 
sense of independence and freedom from the beady eyes of the press. Nobody could bother him out here, and 
the utter serenity of the place was breath taking. Though the guitarist loved the music that Guns n' Roses-as 
a band- played, he detested the lifestyle. Glitz and glamour was great in small quantities- but when it was all 
shoved in your face, it became more than the small-town boy could handle. And sometimes he would just love 


to shed his skin, and become anyone else. 


Izzy was brought crashing back to the situation at hand when he felt a sharp, stinging sensation on the back 
of his head. 


He looked up and found himself staring into the steely-grey eyes of Axl Rose. 


"What the fuck did you do, man?" Izzy hissed, eyebrows knotting in anger as he broke his vow of silence 
against the singer. 


"Gave you a slap around the head that you fuckin-well deserved!" Axl replied sharply, setting himself down 
beside the angry guitarist and looping an arm around his shoulder. 


Izzy quickly leapt off the seat, face a contorted mask of rage as he arched himself in anger, 


"Don't you fuckin’ touch me! You have no right to be anywhere near me! Listen. listen, why don't you just keep 
your distance, lest we do something we both regret," the guitarist huffed, hair brushing on front of his face 


as he slowly made his way towards his room. 


Axl reached out quickly, grabbing hold of the brunette's hand and pulling him back until he was sitting 


comfortably on the redheads lap and enclosed in a tight embrace. 

Izzy was just about ready to implode with anger, 

"What are you doing?" he asked through clenched teeth. 

Axl brushed his hands up and down Izzy's sides slowly, letting the brunette bask in the pleasure of his touch. 
"Shh," the redhead whispered, a sensual edge masking his rough voice. 

"l-;" Izzy began, but was quickly silenced by a hand covering his lips. 

Axl continued to trace one hand up and down the guitarists side. 

"Axl, | don't want to. You'll hate me," Izzy moaned, pushing back into the singer. 


"L| won't," Axl said unconvincingly, lifting up Izzy's dark hair in his hand and pressing his lips to the back of the 
guitarists neck. 


Izzy turned around on the singer's lap and pushed him back into the seat. 


Axl looked up into Izzy's dark, desperate eyes. Such sad eyes, Axl thought, running his fingers through the 
mass of dark hair that looked so soft and inviting to touch. 


"Axl..don't say that if you don't mean it," the dark-eyed boy whispered, eyes tracing Axl's blank face in a type 


of wonder, "Will you hate me?" 


Axl's eyes lowered for a minute as he took in the situation. He wasn't sure whether he was drunk or not, but 
the fact that he was seeing purple and that the world was somewhat fuzzy didn't reassure him very much. 
Everything was unreal in a sense that he wasn't able to see it clearly. The only thing that stood out in the 
hectic haze that was Axis wild mind, was Izzy. 


Izzy was the only person in this world that seemed to make sense. And as he looked into the guitarists shining, 
almost boyish, eyes. He couldn't help but smile slightly. 


Izzy brought his head back in surprise before finally breaking out in a small smile as well. 


Without even an answer to his question, Izzy leaned in and pressed his lips tightly against the singers. Two long, 
slender arms found their way around Axl's waist and ten calloused fingers weaved through the shiny, chestnut 


mane of hair. 


A low, desperate moan escaped from Izzy's lips, as he pressed closer into the singer. He was so afraid to 
loosen his grip in case the person he'd always wanted, turned out to be a trick of his love-sick mind, and 


therefore, disappeared from his grasp altogether. 


Axl showed the same amount of eagerness, holding tightly on to Izzy's sides with both hands. Grabbing fistfuls 
of material from the brunette's baggy t-shirt and pushing himself closer. 


Izzy wrapped his arms behind Axl and pulled the redhead into his chest. He pressed his fingers harshly into the 
singer's back and heaved them both off the sofa and over to the bedroom. 


As the door clicked shut and the lights dimmed, Izzy's entire body went numb. Numb to Axl's touch, numb to 
his own touch and numb to the world. He was feeling a type of ecstasy that could never be described in 
words. It was better than anything he'd ever felt-It was the feeling of perfection. The situation he was in was 


perfect. just like the person he was with. 


The last thing Izzy heard before Axl and him became united forever- was the sound of shattering glass. And 
that sound, was the sound of the barriers between him and Axl being destroyed.forever. 


we 
Axl woke up first, breathing in the morning fresh air and basking in the light that he had been deprived of for 
so long. 

His mind was back to normal; no more fuzzy haze obstructing his views of the normal world in which he lived. 


As he shook his hair out of his eyes, something caught his attention. He turned his head to face beside him 


and almost screamed. 


Izzy- lying beside him, hair splayed over the white pillow and lips formed in a cushion pout. Axl's eyes were 
wide with fear. 


what have | done? He asked himself, trailing his fingers through wild red hair in continual strokes. 


As he quickly hopped out of the bed and pulled on a pair of leather jeans, he found it near damn impossible to 
keep his eyes off Izzy. 


The brunette seemed so content in sleep~Almost sweet, in a way. 


All of the embitterment Axl should've been feeling soon vanished with a mere look at this reclusive, child-like 


being in his bed. 


He couldn't help but move even closer to his friend, leaning over him and stroking the hair away from closed 


eyes. 


Izzy felt a soft brushing of fingertips against his cheek, and it wasn't long before his eyes fluttered open and 


looked up into Axl's dreamy gaze. 
"Axl?" he whispered in a hoarse, morning voice. 
The redhead quickly backed away, only realising that Izzy had awoken. 


"Sorry Izzy, go back to sleep if you want," Axl muttered, scratching the back of his neck and running out of 


the room. 


Izzy quickly followed though, buttoning up a pair of blue jeans that he had quickly pulled on while staring blankly 
at the singer. 


"So.." he started. 

Axl suddenly realised the floor beneath his feet was vibrating-the bus was moving. 

"Uh..they must've fixed the bus," he stated, making his way into the small kitchen that had been installed 
specifically so that it was beside the living room. The band members never wanted to walk too far to get a 
drink. 

"Yeah," Izzy nodded unenthusiastically, as he placed a pair of sunglasses over his eyes. 


"|. just want to say..about last night, l-;" Axl stuttered. 


"No! Don't say anything, just..Just forget it happened, okay?" Izzy suggested, a repressed emotion mixing in his 


Voice. 


"No," Axl shook his head violently, putting down the cup that he was about to put his coffee in and making his 
way over to the distressed brunette. 


He put a hand behind Izzy's neck, and linked an arm around the guitarist's small waist. 

"| don't want to forget," he smiled meekly. 

Izzy's face seemed to express no emotion, but as Axl looked into the familiar depths of the same intense, black 
eyes that he'd remembered so vividly from the drunken night before, he hardly noticed when Izzy had began 


to kiss him again. 


This time Izzy kissed more softly. Oozing a new sense of confidence that he had lacked the night before. 


With any other guy, Axl would be dealing out broken jaws by now. But with Izzy, things just seemed to differ. 
Universes alter and he was comfortable with Izzy's lips on his own, even in this calm state of sobriety and 
clear-headedness, Axl just felt nothing out of place about it. 

As Izzy pulled his lips from the singer's, he was surprised to feel no sharp pain of a broken jaw. 

"You..you don't hate me?" 

Axl laughed at the innocence of the question and threw a long, slender arm around Izzy's bony shoulder. 
"No," he grinned. 


lzzy breathed out, a sense of relief showering over him. 


As Axl walked away to continue making his coffee, the guitarist took a seat and just stared at him quietly, 


smiling at the fact that he no longer had to hide his unbearable love from the singer anymore. 
~~ 
THE END. 


Yes, this is over. Sorry if you're disappointed with the ending, | know | am. 


Disclaimer: None of the events took place, none of the characters are mine, no money is being made. 


